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THE OLD-FASHIONED BALL CLUB

I Uke to wateh & game o ball; to me (36 lots o'
f

un

To see the players at the bat snd watel them
strike and run

And slide and yell sad all o' Must; and, yei it
ssems Lo me

The game ain't Wall so full ¢ life as whot it
used to ba,

1 with you could have seen tho olub ln which 1
fsed to play,

Of course It wisn't ke the elubs you run across
to-day.

Beocause—now let me think—why, that was
twenty yeur ngol

And base-ball then was diffierent from the busos
ball now, you know.

Our elubcomprised tha flower of our llttle coun-
iry town;

We knooked out avery club there was for twenty
mile aroun',

We had no fancy uniforms, but you bet you we
could play;

Wemade ten times as many runs as what they
make to-doy.

B1 Jones, the bluclsmith, piteched for us, but in
them days, you know,

You had to pleasa the batter, he could huve it
high or law,

And Descon Perry used to cateh, excopt eamp-
meotings, when

Weplayed o sort o “pleked-up" nine nod used
hls big son Ben.

014 Squire Bmith played at first, and when his
glnsses staid in place,

Bo be could see the ball, he always fortified that
base,

Judge Slimkins played at secend, while I proud-
1y guarded third,

And young Doe Bquills was short stop; and as
lively as & bird.

The right was held by Elder Tubbs, the left by
Lawyer Green;

Cap Biders, with a wooden lag, filled {n the gap
betweon.

And they were just the fellows cajvalated for
the biz,

Unlens "twas Green, who carrled & orutoh be.
cause o' rheumatiz,

He was our safest player. He never tried to
pounce

Upon & fly and show himseif; he'd take In on
ths bounee.

Dut when we got & new-style ball he quit. “I
Just be darn,”

Sald he, “If T will catch & bail that ain't made
out o' yarn!"

Them days at home the umpire had to do the
business squure,

Or elge wa'd throw him oot and get another then
und there;

And pometimes, when the other side'd kick too
uwlual loud,

We'd sort o' compromlse the thing and leave |t
to the crowil.

Our wives and sweethewrts used to come and
walch us play the game,

And though we'd lose or win they'd nlways
cheer us just the aame,

'T'would do my old heart lots o' good to bo back
there once more

And plays game with just the some old club wa
had before.

—Chlcago Post,

A MOURNFUL BAPTISM.

The S8ad Story of the Christening
of Lake Bt. Fleur.

Awmid the wild, yet

pleturesque,

scenery of the ‘‘Black Glades.” lies ona |

of the most sereno lakes in Dakota. It
boars the sweet, suggestive name of St
Fleur.

Connected with the history of this
littleo gem of the wildorness ls a sad,
romantie narrative which gave to the
calm waters their mournful baptism,
and which is full of pathetic lnterest
as told to me.

The story itself is ssd enough to
bring tears to the ayes of any listener
anywhere, but when heard by the soli-
tary grave under the bowing willows it
borrows an additional solemnity, and is
more sorrowful than the moan of the
water at the foot of the bluft,

It was In the year 18—, when the
steady march of industry had brought
the sturdy lumbermen to the North,
and the solitary depths of dark pine

woods resounded with the echoes of in- |

dustrial life,

Among the dihgent workmen wasa
young and handsome German, who
never entorad Into the jovial songs and
rude jokes of his fellows. Always calm
and unobtrusive, yet withal pleasant,
he won friends among the more refined

classes of the laborers and the name of |
“Prince Barnest” from the ruder grade, |

which stood in derisive antagonism of
one whom It could not comprehend. Al.
though the grand appellation was given
him by way of contempt, 1t accorded
with his lordly bearing snd earnest
spirit perfectly.

With the disappearance of winter and
the ice spring came, and the rafting be-
gan in earnest. Thoe more fearless and
venturesome raftsmen went careering
over the water with an easy heodless-
ness, while the timid and uninitiated
were ciroumspect and slower of move-
moht

Among the latter was “Prince
Earnest.” And if any one of the rude,
uncultured experts could “run him

down,"” it proved a source of great hilar-
ity at his expense.

One morning in being thus impeded
by a careless Irish raftsman, who, per-
haps, had no idea of any sericus conse-

quences resulting, he lost his presence !

of mind and footing as well, and
slipped from the raft into the chilling
water,

‘Ho can't swim a stroke, and you're
the death of him," called one of the
men in the roar, who bhad seen the un-
tortunate man fall. Frightened at this
the Irlshman sprang into the lake to
tho rescun. The logs had floated over
him, but with timely assistance he was
brought from beneath them. The burly
resoner lifted the inanimate burden up
to two palr of strong, willing arma, and
then olimbed out of the water himself,
shivering with cold and excitement, and
with a very white, alarmed face.

It was but the work of a few minutes

3% get the unconscious man on shore

and into the warmth of the lodging
house. Heore every availablo means of
rosuscitation were thoroughly tried, but
in valn. “Prince Earnest’” was past res
toration

Torry MoCorman, the perpotrator of
tho fatal joke, was the first to speak
after the futile atiempts were aban-
doned. Coming forward, he
the oold, calm face with his worn
palm, and exclaimed: “An re Ol
only sneant to tage him a little, an'
Ol've kilt "lm intoirely! Oi shall be re-
pintin® av it 111l me bheart is broke ™

"he men looked furtively at one an-
olher as McCorman stagger
ner, sit down and covermd Lis face
with hls stained hands

“His fronds?™ suggesied oue; b

caressed

™i LD B Cor-

utl

not n mun knew any thing of the dead
man’'s affairs,

His belongings. wero searched fora
a clew as to his relatives, but their re
ward was meager, for only a portion of
a letter was brought to light, and in
this miscivo, weivter in a fine feminine
hitnd, the writer had addressed the de-
censod “Dear St Flour," only.

“Was it mother, sister, or sweet-
heart?' they questionad, sadly.

“Swateheart most loikely,” moaned
Torry MeCorman, *fur ye see—she writ
the ‘dear’ *thout the ‘brother’ or ‘son’ a
rilative wud be after puttin’ to it. An’
Oi've kilt her, too, woe be the day!™

After the burinl every one seamed to
reverénce tlie name of St Fleur, and
the lonely grave under the weeplog wil-
lows bad been fsithfully and tenderly
watched. And one day Torry MeCor-
man carved the name of St. Fleur on a
rough pine slab and put it at the head
of the grave, with the remark that
“twould be 'nuff aisier to pint than to
tell the whole oy IL” Little did he
realize then what he did afterward, that
the “telling ov it,” would he more sor-
rowful and teagical than ever his great
Irish heart had Lelieved.

In early autumn came a beautiful,
bulmy day, and with it the closing feat-
ures of the inecident as related to me,
The sun had almost set, when a carriage
drove up the rugged road and stopped
at the lumbermen’s hut

A fair young girl, neatly clad, alight-
ed and came forward expectantly. Pres-
ently Torry McCormnan's face became
ghastly, and be whispersd with white
lips: *God belp me; it's her as writ!"
He grasped his bat and hurried out of
the roar entrancs, disappeariLginstant.
ly in the gloom.

She had by thls time stepped inside

the hut, and, in a gay tone, said:
“Good-evening, gentlrn, Is St
Fleur Fuller in? Is this abola™
As the questions fell from 1~ lips cach

one of the group uttered an exclamat)
of puined surprise. Then all eyes fell
on the expectant, but somewhat fright-
ened, face of the girl before them, but
| what man of them could utter asyllable
| gonecerning the death of “Prince Ear-
| nest?”
i She saw that something was woefully
| wrong instantly by tho pained, hushed
| expression on each man's face,
| "Oh, speak—what is it: tell me what
{ has happened to him and where is he?*
she eried, nervously clasping her gloved
! hands and gazing at the proprietor with
| an-attitude pitiable to sce.
|  With blanched face Willlam Stanhope
answared in low, unsteady tones:
“Madam, suppose St. Fleur is very 111

“0h, take me to him, then—quickly!"
she interrupted, with quivering lips.
| “Please take me; he needs mel"
| Not a man stirred, but evéry eye was
| fixed on the proprietor, and every ear
| strained to eatch his reply.
‘“Madam," he began, In a husky,
| faltering acoent, “Madam, {f St Fleur
| could not recover?"
Y“Oh, are you mad? In Heaven’s
name take me to him—I beg of you not
| to say such cruel things," she answered,
imploringly.
“8t. Fleur is dend —dead and buried!”

The words came slow, as if the weight |

of ench one was 4 fatal burden to him.
His tones were sirange and unnatural,
Stunned by this terrible intelligence,
| she gazed at him vacanily for a few
moments; then adeathly pallor swept
over her features, as she slowly com-
prehended what his words meant.

Each ona present feured for her
rtason, and the horror deepened as she
| kept repeating to herself: *“‘Dead, dead,
St Fleur dead!” No tears came to her
rellef, and not a soul present could
bring himself to offer one word of sym-
pathy a8 she stood there, repeating the
| fateful words: “Dead, dead, deadl”
Suddenly a wild cry proceeded [rom the
girl, and she fell prostrate al the feet
of the proprietor.

With the silent assistance of the men
she was quickly restored to conscious.
ness. The dry, hot eyes glared for an
instant about her, then she
pathetically: “Take me where you
bave buried him. [ must ses him oncs
maré—1 ean not bear it—oh, oh!”

Gently supported by two of the men,
they led her away, out along the moon-
ltshore, for the moon had risen and
her gentlo beams fell lovingly on the
rugged mound and its little rough slab,
turnjng the letters of the name Bt
Fleur to a beautiful silvery hue

Presently tho agonized mournm
atretehed out her hands over the glint
| ing waters by the side of the grave, and
crind in & tone of despair, never to be
forgotten by the listeners: “Oh, cruel,
oruel waves! to rob me of my heart's
best and dearest! Oh, St Dleur, St
Fleur! Ha, ha, ha! No—no, he is not
| dead—he is coming to me over there—

don't you see him—yes—"

| wild shriek escapes her, the eyes dilate
with u strango terror, and before one of
the amazed group can dash forward she
again drops heavily to the ground. She,
too, had passed *from this room to the
next"—the victim of a broken heart.

And it was so that the wall of a
broken heart going forth o’er the moon-
litdeep on thias swest September night
gave the lake its present suggestive
name. —Chicago Daily News.

Trees 650 Feet Tall

Prof. Fred G. Plummer, the oivil en-
gineer of Tacoma, says: "I have been
all over this country and have the best
collection of the florato be found any-
where. What do you think of thess
trees 050 foet high? They are to be
found that high in the unsurveyed town-
ships near the foot of Mount Tacoma,
and what is more I have seen them and
made an instrumental measurement of &
number with that result. There are lots
of trees noar the base of Mount Tacoma
whose foliage is so far above the ground
that is impossible to tell to what family
they belong excopt by the bark. Very
few people know or dream of the im-
mensity of our forest growth. [ wish
that some of our large trees conld be
sOnL the world's fair at Chicago
We could sond o flag pole, for instance,
<00 or 400 fect long. " —Olympia Tribune

—Seribhler—'

68 your novels are

marked ‘registered at the ‘.‘;q..;;“h-ﬂ an
second-class matt " Serawlev—"Yes
What of i1 Scribbler—""0b, nothiug
Its guite right"—America

T

walled |

Another |

SIGNS IN THE DUST.

How the Driver of n Sprinkler Advertisos
the House of n Stlogy Man.

“That wns well done,” remarked a
Froe Pross reporier to the driver of a
stroet-sprinkler who had left a dry spos
in {ront of o thirty-foot lot so well de-
fined that it stood out agninst the wesb
street like n boil on o man's nose

*Yes, 1 think I have it down pretty
fine," remarked the driver, '‘butI've
had two months' practice atit, Idon't
believe I'm onto his line over an Inch at
either side. Hate to do it though.”

“Why?"

*“On account of

the children. The

| cents per week to sprinkle the street in
front of him. He thought we'd sprinkle
It free if the rest of his neighbors pald,
but we are up to all those tricks, But
his children are not to blame, yom
know!"

“0Of courss not,"

“They realize that this dry spot isa
slgn-board to the publicand reads: ‘Here
lives a mean man,' People stop and
look at it as they pass, and it is pointed
out by those riding onthe cars, He has
| four children, and not oneof them is
ever seen in the front yard. They are
afraid of publie ridicule.”

“Must be a curious man that?"

“Not curious, but mean—just down-
right mean and stingy. If he was poor
or unfortunate I'd feel agshamed to leave
the sign-board, but as it Is, I take
particular pains to let the public geton
to him. Now, watch me as I turn.
that? I stop dead on the line, shut her
oft tight, and begin at the other line.
You can't find five drops of water on his
whole front. There's the children loolk-
ing out of the windows, and I can't help
but feel sorry for 'em, but business is
business, and we've got to live the same
| as other folks."—Datroit Fres Press.

The Candld Lover.

“Henrietta," cried George, passion-
ataly, *'1 love you! Ilove you with all
the ardor of a [resh young heart! You
are, and always have been, the most
oherished object of my affection.”

| *“Oh, George!”

*“I'hers is nothing in this wide, wide
world I would not do for you, my sweet,
sweot heart.”

*Darling George!"

“To the end of time, sweet maiden,
['ll be yours."

*'Preclous, precious Gaorge!"

**But, dearest, I can not marry yon."

“George!”

“No. Impossibla!"

“And why, O cruel one?”

“l don't think you've got money
enough to support me in the atyle to
which I aspire.” —Harper's Bazar.

Excessive Enterprise.

“There is such a thing as belng too
enterprising!” said the young dentist,
gloomily.

“How s0?" asked a friend.

“Well, yousesa, I hired a nigger with
a strong voice and no conselence tospealk
of to yell in my office,
would make people believe that I was
doing a rushing business and so attract
custom,”

“Good scheme! How did it work?"

“Work? It over worked! The con
founded nigger yelled so loud and agon-
izedly that would-be patrons rushed to
the studio of my rival."—Munsey's
Weokly.

‘ Wanted Things Brought to a Cllmazx.

Have you been reading the serial,
The Scout of the Sierras that {s running
in my paper?

Yes, | am very much interested in it,
Who is the author?

Iam the author.

You are, eh? Well, T want to tell you
right now that unless the hard-hearted
adventuress comes to griel and the
brave scout rescues and marriosthe cap-
tive malden pretty soon, I'll stop my
paper,—Texus Siftings,

The Plan Had Its Good Pointa,

“Papa,” sald a beautiful young girl,
“voung Mr. Thistle has written mo a
nots in which he asks me to be his
wife."

“Written you anote?
come himsal{?"*

“It would have been pleasanter that
way, no doubt, papa; but 1 suppose he
feals a little timid, and. besides, papa,
think how much more binding the note
Is,"—Moonshine.

Why didn't he

Cruel Hevenge,

Robinson: That was a scandalous af-
fair that Jones tried to mix you up in,
Smith.

Smith: Yes but T got even with him
Saturday night.

Robinson: How?

Smith: He was in the barber shop,and
bis turn came aftor mine. I bad a hair-
| cut, shave, and a shampoo,—The Jury.

The Quarrel.

She—You are exceedingly rude to-
night. Why did you send up word you
wanted to see me if you were going to
not like this?

He—Pardon me, Tdid not. I can not
tell a lie, even to a servant. 1 only ask-
ed If you were home.—Waest Shore,

He Was Engaged at Onoe.

Secret Service Official. —This special
mission requires a man of the utmost
delicacy, tact and diplomacy. What
credentials have you?

Applicant.—I've jest been umpirin' a
baby-show. —Judge.

Experientin Docet.

“What was it the asronaut said when
ha fell out of his ballon, and struck the
earth with the usual dull thud?

“He remarked that this was a hard
world.”"—N. Y. Sun.

—The Hastings mill, at Victoria, re-
cently shipped three pieces of square
timber, ecach of which was sixty feet
long by three feet square. Each stick
contained 6,450 feet, board measure, and
weighed from twelve to thirteen tons.
The three pleces were
| ing on four bolsters, two on each car—
those on the extreme end being fixed on
a swivel and the center ones sliding, so
that there would be ao trouble in going
round sharp curves. The timbers wore
consigned to Montreal, where they will
be utilized pa anchors for s large dredge

man is too stingy to pay twenty-flve |

expecting 1t |

loaded on two |
fiat cars conpled together, the sticks ly- |

Bea |

THE USE OF COSMETICS.

From & Lecture by J. II. Kellogg, M. Dy
of Battle Creok Sanitariam.

Cosmetics are more extensivaly used
among Americans than amongany other
class of women, and this prevalling
gustom of using powders and lotions for
the face is partly due to false ldeas of
what constitute a beautiful complexion.
The rich, dark complexion of the bru-
nette is just us beautiful as the {delicate
pink and white of the blond, provided 1%
I8 healthy and clear. The average usor
of cosmetics does it to cover uyp dingl-
ness and blotches which she has reason

to be ashamed of, since
she ia responsible, The skin
fsone of the excretory organs of the

body and carries off from one and a half
to two pints of waste material every
twenty-four hours Brain work and mus-
cle work are all the time breaking
down tissues nnd creating polsons which
would be fatal If retained within the
body, so closely is activity allied with
death. Ifthe action of any ons of the
five great depursating organs Is Interfer-
ed with or injured, the remaining ones
tax themselves to the utmost to do the
extra work of eliminating these poisons.
It is plain then that the health and
beausty of the skin must depend upon
the activity and integrity.of the other
excretory organs. The skin Isnaturally
semi-transparent as is all living tissue,
but it becomes dull and opaque when

other work than its own s
forced upon  it. The  appearance
of the skin may be  tak-

 en as a good index of the condition of

the rest of the body. When a part of
the work of the liver is forced upon it
It is unable to male all the changes
necessary toelimination and so particles
of organic dirt are deposited and the
skin loses its brilliancy. The same

! when the bowels are lax about doing

their share of the work or If the lungs
are so cramped for room as to do imper-
fact work.

The majority of women lead more or
less sedentary lives. They may work
themselves nearly to death in soclety
matters, but that is not the kind of
activity which is conducive to health,
In consequence their llves stagnate,
they do not breathe half enough and
the skin becomes saturated with dead,
inert matter and is not very pleasant to
look upon, so perhaps 1t Is not any won-
der that they seak to hide its real ap-
pearance by means of cosmetios. Brisk
exercise in the open air means tho tak

i ing in of large suppiles of oxygen with

its cleansing, vivifying powers, giving a
sparkle to the eye xnd a tint to thecom-
plexion which worlks a powerful trans.
formation In appearance. It is exactly
like lotting o strong current of fresh alr
sweep through an unventilated, musty
apartment. Ladies, go out of doors as
much as possible and let the broezes of
heaven sweap in fresh, life-giving cur-
rents through every artery, vein and
capillary that it may burn up the aceu-
mulating poisons. Then you will have
less excuse for using cosmetios,

A strong reason why Amerlcan women
do not walk more is that they delitor-
ately eripple and abuse the muscles of
thelr bodies and cramp the action of
lungs, liver, stomach and kidnovs by
their manner of dress, Tell a woman
to take a deep breath and & palpitation
of the chest and a raising of the shoul-
ders is the only apology for breathing
which she can manifest.  Ask a man to
take @ deep breath and Immediately his
ribs swell out just as the ribs of a dog or
any lower animal does in breathing. All
uncivilized women breathe naturally,
using the diaphragm which was place in
the lower expansible part of the chest for
that very purpose. But the civilized
woman deliberately ties up this flexible
portion of her body with bands of steel
and whalebone so that natural breath-
Ing Is utterly impossible. A woman's
dress should be just as loose as a man's,
Some who think they are not lacing and
have, perhaps, lald aside their corsets,
have thoe bands to their heavy, drag-
ging skirts so tight as to eut off a por-
tion of the necessary air supply. It ia
the same as though a constriction were
placed about the néel, not tight enough
to produce death, but g0 as to muke the
breathing laborious and insufMelent.

Aliver which isina vice can notdogood
work, and I have often found livers not
only crowded out of place, but deeply
creased with the pressure of the ribs.
Compressions which affect the liver, af-
fect the stomach and bowels also, and
no wonder with imperfect nutrition and
depuaration, the skin becomes dingy and
muddy, and the poor woman feels that
she needs somathing to cover it up. But
cosmeties do not producea healthy skin.
One which s doctored is patent to all
observers, nobody being deceived but
the victim, and she is ready enough to
detect any one else. Health is goneral-
ly beauty. A healthy skin has a natu-
ral brillianoy which is pleasant to look
upon. I have seen poasant girls in Gar-
many and Italy who worked out of
doors and were axposed to various hard-
ships, and yet those complexions would
bave been the envy of any American
belle in richness and delicacy of tint.

In Due and Anclent Form,

I heard a pretty good story abouts
certaln ignorant justice who does busi-
ness up in Fulton County. This jus-
tice was selected over an able but very
popular lawyer, and his first case was
that of a prisoner charged with violat-
Ing the fishery law. The complaint and
warrant were defective, and this the de-
fendant's lawyer took exoeption to in &
masterly argument, winding up by mov-
ing the prisoner's discharge. *‘Is the
motion seconded?" replied the justice.
Tt is," replied the prisoner. “‘Gentle-
men,” continued the justice, *'It is regu-
larly moved and seconded that the pris-
oner be discharged. All those in favor
of the motion say aye "“Aye," came
from the prisoner and his counsel. “Op
posed, no.” Silence followad, and after
a short pause thescalesholder sald: "“The
motion s carried, and the prisoner-s
discharged.” whereapon, to the surprise
and amusement of all, court was declar
ed  sdjourned —Amsterdam (N X
Democrat

—Cranberry picking has become se
much an established industry among
the Cape Cod children that it is propose
to arrange Lhe school terms <o that them
will be no session during the oranbecry
LLET T

JASON WAS LIBERAL,

A Bridal Presont Which Was Useful Even
If It Wasn't Ornamental,

**Say, young feller, hev yer got sume
pin’ 'at 'uld make a feller's gal er nice
prosent?” asked Jason Gaul toa clerk in
a general store on Main streat one day
last weok.

“Certainly, cortainly!” replied
young salesman in his politest way.
“Hav, el ? i & .

“"Yes, sir.”

“Wat be it?*

“Wa have a large assortment of goods
here and can easily please you.'

“Can, ch?"

‘Yes,"

‘Where be ther 'sortment? I never
sped one on ‘em"

“You misunderstand me, perhaps.
We have a great variety of goods from
which you can select a suitable pres-
ent."

“Wal, er varlety "Il do, I reckon. How
much do ther nicest ‘uns come at?"

“It depends.” ;

“Doeas, eh?”

“Want something nice, real nice, or
vary nice?'

“Ther veryest purtyest wat yer got.
It's fer the goldarnest beautifulest gal
in ther kentry, an' I want ter s'prise 'er
'ith er mouty fine present. I'm none o
yer moasly, close fisted fellers, U'll hev
yer ter un'erstan’. I want sumpin' nice,
an' I'm goin’ ter hov it, of it takes eor
mint o' money ter git it. Wat'd ye say
ve hed?"

“Is it for a birthday present?”

“Na-aw."

“What then?" |

“Don’t know 'at it's enny o' yer biz- |
ness, " |

“I merely wanted to know that I
might aid you in the selection.”

“That erway?"

“Yﬂi”

“*Wal, it's fer er mounstrous fine gal,
I tell yo.”

“I know that; but why do you wish to
make her the present?" [

“Bekase I like her an’she's sich er fine
gal an' likes me, an' I 'anted ter glve 'or
sumpin' was s sumpin', an' wat she'd
'preshinte.”

“How will a fine dress pattern do?"

“‘She don't need enny dress patterns. |
She's got 'er hull passel o' dress patterns
wat old Dan Skinner's 'oman cut fer her
afore she dide. She mout like ter hev
er fine dress, though, but not enny pat- |
terns.”

“Well, here is the finest piece of |
dress goods ever made. Perhaps—" |

“Thar's nuthin® too fine fer that air
gal I tell ye, an’ I'm jest bound ter git
sumpin’ fine, ef it costs—"'

**This is beautiful for a pretty girl, and
I'm gure—"

“Say, 'uld that make er gal or nice
weoddin® present?”

*To he sure it would, and it ischeap.”

*How much?"

A dress off that gpoods usuully sells
for 875, but we will make it 850 for you."

“Guess that won't do. She needs
sumpin' wat she kin war wen she's out-
tin' sprouts, hoein’ ther crap, cr totin’
in wood."

“Well, here's one for 825."

“Won'vdo."

“How is this one, for $10"

*Nope."

‘Well, here is one for——"

“'Say, wat does that air hoe thar kum
at?"

“Twenty-five cents.”

“Couldn’t take fifteen an’ throw in er
handle?”

“‘No, sir.”

“Wal, I'll take it."

“All right.  But what about the pres-
ent?”’

“Fer ther gal?"

Yeu"

“*Ther hoe'll do, 1 reckon, for she'll
need it next week ter ocut ther weeds
outen ther terbacker, an' er noo hoe'll
kum mouty handy, enyhow. BSay, young
feller, that air gal's ter jine me termorry
nite, an' I 'us ded bent on s'prising her
ith er flne present of iv'd tuck ten
pounds o' my best terbacker to do it."—
Epoch.

REVERSES THE RULE.

Directions for Dyspeptics Lald Down by
an English Specialist,

I am told that the most remarkable
physician in England at the present |
time lives in Birmingham. He iz not
yet forty yoars of age—I can not recall
his name at this moment. What inter-
ested me in the talk T had about him
was the circumstance that he violates
many of the customs of life, For exam-
ple, he dines at 7:30 every evening, and
at nine o'clock he goes to bed. At two
o'clock in the morning he rises, reads
for two hours and writes for three
hours. Atseven o'clock he eats a light
breakfast, and then goes to bed again,
rising at eleven. The hours devoted to
the practice of his profession are there-
fore, with few exceptions, betwean

the

| noon and seven p. m. The amount and
| the quality of work done by this man

are sald to be simply wonderful, and in |
five years he has risen to a foremost
place in the medical profession. I

1 can not forbear giving for the bene-
fit of your dyspeptic readers a few rules
that are laid down hy English physi-
cians for the observance of those who
suffer from acute indigestion:

1. Do not eat beef; it is too hearty
for the average dyspeptic. Eat the lean
of mutton (boiled perfeotly.)

2. Bacon in small quantities may he
eaten; also thin slices of aerated htead
fried in bacon fat; also boiled pigs’ feet
and tripe, and the flsh not known as
oily fish.

4 Eat no fruit. O! vegetables par-
take sparingiy of baked potato, rice and
boilad peas,

4. Bread may be caten (serated bread
preferred) in thin slices toasted till
they are brittle.

5 The brown meat of fowl may be
eaten. Avoid all gravies and sauces.

6, Abstain from all liquors, anddrink
no tea, unless it be fresh made.

7. Eatno eggs, oxcept fresh raw, well
whipped. Suguars should be avoided.

& Drink no iced water; partake freely
of hot water and hot milk (mot bolled).

@, Lie down for twenty minutes aftor |
each meal.—Eugene Field, in Chicago
News.

~His Busy Day.—~Constaut Reader—
“What did the editor say when you |
gave him my eard, soniny?” Office Boy
—**Can’t tell; sir, ain't wllowed to
swear."—New Hampshire Renpublicsn

we

| ment a huge,

‘short wrap that fits her perfectly.

| continued, "And now,

“GO CUT YOUR HAIR.M

The Cruel Romark That Took the Herolam
Out of Alphonse Dundet,

When Alphonse Daudet was & boy his
fathor failed, and for somo time Al |
phonse lived with him in ponury
Lyons.  Dut an slder brother prooured |
A position in & glass store at Parls, and |
Alphonse wens to live with him.

They took the choapest lodginga In
the city, for money was exceedingly |
soarce.  In fact Daudet traveled to Par-
18 in'a frelght car, wearing a palr of ruh-l
ber boots, inside of which were neither |
slippers nor stockings. The journey oc-
cupied two days, and the boy did not |
taste food during the whole time. Fi- |
nally, when Paris was reached, he wual
nearly frozen, as well as starved. Thero |
they dwelt, far up in the atticof a bulld-
Ing six stories in height,

But neither of the brothers lost heart, |
Both had an abounding faith that the
younger possessed genius. Ono day a
stray volume of Daudet's poems found
its way Into the Tulleries. The Empress
Engenio was delighted with it and ex- |
claimed to her brother-in-law: “Can’t
we do something for the boy who wrote
these?" The Duke replied: “We can
do every thing for him if your Majesty
80 desires." “Then find out about him
and offer assistance!” she cried.

Tho next day Alphonse looked down
from his uttio window in surprise to sea
a great carriage bearing the royal coat
of-arms, stop befora the door. In a mo-
impressive, dignifiad, |
liveried lackey came ponderously ereak- |
ing up the stalrs. As he knooked
heavily on the door Daudet resled for-
ward half in a faint. What could it
maan? What would happen? Nothing, |
the lackoy sald, except the Duke sent
hiseard to M. Daudet, who would ploase
call upon the Duke one week from that
day.

What preparation were made for that
vislt! SBurely Daudet could not go to the
palace in rags and tatters, so he

| searched the clothing stores of all Paris

trying to hire a dress suit, but owing to
his peculiar physique none could be |
found. After many trials he succeeded ‘
in getting hold of o tallor whomade him

8 suiton the strength of the Duke's |
card—for Daudet had no money to pay

for it—and on the appointed day he ’
went to the palace. A score of others
were present, but he waited his turn,
ond it came. Howas ushered into where
the Duke sat.

“*Can you write?' Yes sir," replied
Daudet. *“Vory good: I want a secre-
tary; pay 5,000 francs. Good morning." |
The boy was nearly overcomo. He had
never imagined that any one was paid
that much a year—about 81,000,

But he suddenly remembered that he
differad in politics (rom the Duke, and
drawing himself up, announced the fact.
Instead of bieing desply moved by this |
heroic course, the Duke said: "Oh go |
get your hair cut. Idon'tcare any thing
about your politieal beliefs."—H. H.
Boyesen, in Harper's,

A HOME-MADE WRAP.
The Garment Not Ouly Looks Well But |
Can he Made Cheaply. |

I must tell you how a friend made her
new fall wrap, for it iz a beauty.

To begin with, she hus a pattern of o
You |
have all seen wraps like it, coming to |
the belt, with side pleces outb to look
like sleaves. Instend of having these |
side pieces come to the elbow, she cut
them long enough to reach the hottom
of her dross skirt, widening them
gradually, The front of her pattern
she cut off to form a square yoke, on
which she gathered steaight fronts hav-
ing them just full enough to hang well
around the bottom. The bacik she out
exactly by the pattern with this ex-
ception: The back pleces in the pattern
are out straight aeross at the walst lne,
and she extended them in & point reach-
ing two or three inches below, and |
around this point she gathered straight |
widths of the goods, cutting them down
just enough to make them hang well, |
then she sawed the skirt seams. By the
way, she had allowed for & wide hem at
the bottom of the wrap. Next she
sowed a ruffle around in the seam join:
Ing the back to the side plece. This
ruffle is an inch and a half deep where it
goos around the point in the back, and
gradually widens until when it roaches
the shoulder seam it is nearly fiftecn
inches deep and falls over the arm like |
o little cape. In front, this little cape
s sewed into the seam to look like an
over sleave. It is gathered into the back |
seam just full enough to hang in grace- |
ful folds. 1t Is finished on the bottom
with sbhallow seallops bound with coat
brajd, The wrap is finished with a
plain standing collar tled with ribbons,
and held in place at the belt with tapes.
It is made of black ladies’ cloth, but
any material usually sold for such gar-
ments would be pretty.—Marle Sias, in
Minneapolis Housekooper.

The Manchoorian Lark.

Among the traphies bronght home by
the French army from an eastern nxpe-
dition was a specimen of a bird rarely,
if at all, seen In Europe. This is the
celebrated Chinese, or rather Manchoor-
fan, lark. He is a larger bird than his
European congener; his notes are more
brilliant, and his natural repertoire, if |
the expression may be used, is more |

axtensive. But the most noticeable
feature is his wonderful promptness
and skill of mimicry, Imitating
most natural sounds  which

hears—the petes and-somgy M Hiher

| birds, the oawing of crows, the crowing

of cocks, the braying of the donkey,
sven the harking of dogs. The Chinese
turn this faculty to account, and train |
the lark to sing many afrs —La Nature

—At a religious meoting in West
Gouldshoro, Maine, a divinity !'r.udon'l!
ocouplied the pulplt, and his flights of
poetic fanoy aroused the admiration of
hifs auditors. Pausing s moment, after |
one of these suprome mental efforts, he
my friends, lel
us lsten to the Jlow, sweet prelude.™ Al
this junciure & cow heneath one of the
windows Inunched forth into w serles
of vigorous, discordant bellowings, and

the gravity of the congregation was dis |

turbed by long continued giggling.

-An Athens, Ga, man bas a Spanish
solu that bears tue date of 1218

.

| Twellfth

'RELIGIOUS AND EDUCATIONAL.

—A man should bo not only right but]
righteous. —Quint 4 2 \

—There arcseventeon roglsterdd seots
of Wesloyans and Methodista,

—Girls wre herearter to be allowed to
attend the Rhode Island State Agrioul-
tural school. T YT 1

—The Puget Bound Methodist Uni-
versity at Tacoma has opened with
nearly 200 students in attgndance.

—Prayerand pralseare like the double
motion of tho lungs; the air that is
drawn In by prayer is bréathed forth
again by thanksgiving, —ticodwin,

—"Daniel," saya Mr, Moody, “‘had a
kind of religion that would bear trans.
portation; it stood the journey from Je-
rusalom to Babylon,and was just as good.
abroad as at home.”

—The Fiji Islands Misslon has 27,007
ohurch members and 101,150 attendance.
in public worship, Fifty yoars ago there
was not a Ohristian on the islands; now
there s not a heathen.

—To attempt to undorstand the mys.
teries of religlon by sclence, is like a
blind man secking the sun st midday,
with a lighted candle, More light la
useless, new eyes are needed.

—A leading Japanese newspaper, the
Hoob Schimbun, declares that Chreiati-
anity Is slowly but steadily making pro-
groess in Japan, never retrograding for
an instant. The future of Buddhism, It
says, 18 Indeed in poril.

—[tecant very trustworthy caloulas
tions of the population of the Chinese
Emplre by Russian authorities reckon
{t at 882,000,000, and the annual incraase
at 4,000,000. Not one in 10,000 sver
heard of the religion of Jesus Christ.

—Follow Christ, . . .. In spirit, it
not in letter, wo must follow him along
the road he trod on earth, and that was
s road of self-abnegation, of poverty, of
homelessnoss, of the base mun's hatrod
and the proud man’s seorn. Let us not
disgulse it; it is no primrose path of
dalliance, but a hard road, hard and yeot
happy, and all the highest and the
nobleat of earth have trodden 1t; all who
have regarded the things eternal not a8
things future, but merely ns the unseen
realitles about them now.—F. W. Far-
rar.

—~The follow Sunday-schools in Brook-
1yn have over 1,000 puplils: Greenwood
Baptist, 1,000; Marcy Avenue Baptist,
1,716; Park Avenue branch of Tompkins
Avenue Congregational, 1,871; Bethesda
Migsfon Central Congregational, 1,250,
Central Congregational School, 1,008;
Bushwick Avenue Methodist Episcopal
1,026; Hanson Place Methodist Episco
pal, 1,504; Nostrand Avenue Methodist
Episcopal, 1,182; Troop Avenue Presby-
terinn, 1;070; Troop Avenus Misslon,
1,287; Brooklyn Tabernscle, 1,300
Street Reformed, 1,299; La-
fayette Avenue Presbyterian (three
schiools), 1,654; Plymouth (threeschools),

| 2,308, total, 18,807,

WIT AND WISDOM.

—The mud turtle has more snap than
hias thoe lazy man who sits on the fence
to look ntit.

—They are nover alone that are ao-
companied by noblo thoughts.—8ir
Phillp Sidney.

—Keep hope in your heart, but don's
noglect to keep somothing to work with
in your hands.—West Shore,

—Too feeble fall the impressionsof
nature on us, Every tovch should thrill,
Life is an ecstasy.—Emerson.

—RKnow thyself, and keep the in-
formation to thyself. Thisis good ad-
vice. —Hartford Religious Herald.

—Ifall the good there i8 in thought
were put in deed earth would soon be a
paradise.—Florencs (Kan.) Herald.

—FPont, who is reading his verses toa
friend—Al! my words seem to touch
you. You are ehedding tears! **No only
wiping off the perspiration."—Fliegends
Dlntter.

—*"Drop mealine!" cried thedrawning
poet, “1 have no otherlines than these,"
replied the editor on the boat. And he
tossed him one of his own poems.—Har-
per's Bazar.

—'"*Does Mrs. Weeds mourn her hus-
band sincerely?" asked Mrs. Wing.
“Indesd she does.” was the reply. “She
hasn't anybody but the lceman now to
geold,"—Somerville Journal.

—People are never so miserable as
when engaged in strife, moved by envy,
hatred, jealousy and smbition. They
are nover so happy as when united in
loving ministries to one another,

—This mundane sphere is a mighty
uncertain sort of a place. The bitter
and the sweet go hand In hand, and you
nlways strike an up grade when you are
in the biggest hurry.—Ram's Horn,

—Anger is tho most impotent passion
that accompanies the mind of man; ib
effects nothing it goes about, and hurts
the man who is possessed by it more
than any other against whom 18 I8 dl-
rooted. —Clarendon.

—"Now," said the maternal oyster,
“you cuddle down and keep out of the
way when these dredgers go to work,
Thero's a dreadful penalty awalting you
if you don't." *'What is i1?" *'Solitary
confinement in a stew. "—Washington
Post.

—Anxious Mother—I am so worried
about my little son. The doctor says
his heart is weak and he musta't run at
all, but how can I prevent it? Business
Man— Easily enough, my dear madam.
Get him o situation as errand boy.—
Good News.

—Summer Girl—George. you must not
kiss me any more. Summer Youth—
What! My dar—— Summer Girl =Don't
put your arm around me. Tt isa't right
now. Summer Youth—Wha—what hias
happened? Summer Girl—The gontle-
man I'm engaged to will be here In an
bour.—N. Y. Weakly

—And so, within our uarrow working
spheres the truth stands for every one
of us. Special instances of treachery
and basoness we shall have to encoun-
ter, and where motives are not wholly
bad, we shall find their quality confused
and mixed, we shall find that it is not
gafe or wise to trust impliefty. Always
we shall find room and need for the ex-
ercise of a broad charity; but we can
only live truiy and usefully by always
recognizing the higher sidd of men,
whether in masses or individually, by
appealing to their betier inatincts, their
nobler selves, thelr Joftler minds~
Anon.
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